GEORGE ELIOT IN HOME.    [THE

along the Cornice to Spezia, then to Pisa, Florence, Naples,
Borne, Assisi, Perugia, Florence again, Bavenna, Bologna,
Journal,          Verona; across the Brenner Pass to Munich;

1869.    '          then to Paris via Strasburg.    In such a journey

there was necessarily much interest both in renewing old
memories and recording new j but I never had such continu-
ous bad health in travelling as I have had during these nine
weeks. On our arrival at home, I found a delightful letter
from Mrs. H. B. Stowe, whom I have never seen, addressing
me as her u dear friend."

It was during this journey that I, for the first time,
saw my future wife at Borne. My eldest sister had mar-
ried Mr. W. H. Bullock (now Mr. W. H. Hall), of Six-
mile Bottom, Cambridgeshire, and they were on their
wedding journey at Borne, when they happened to meet
Mr., and Mrs. Lewes by chance in the Pamfili Doria Gar-
dens. They" saw a good deal of one another, and when
I arrived with my mother and another sister, we went by
invitation to call at the Hotel Minerva, where Mr. Lewes
had found rooms on their first arrival in Borne. I have
a very vivid recollection of George Eliot sitting on a
sofa with my mother by her side, entirely engrossed with
her. Mr. Lewes entertained my sister and me on the
other side of the room. But I was very anxious to hear
also the conversation on the sofa, as I was better ac-
quainted with George Eliot's books than with any other
literature. And through the dimness of these fifteen
years, and all that has happened in them, I still seem to
hear, as I first heard them, the low, earnest, deep musical
tones of her voice: I still seem to see the fine brows, with
the abundant auburn-brown hair framing them, the long
head broadening at the back, the gray-blue eyes, con-
stantly changing in expression, but always with a very
loving, almost deprecating, look at my mother, the finely-
formed, thin, transparent hands, and a whole W^sen^ that
seemed in complete harmony with everything oneTexpected
to find in the author of " Bomola." The next day Mr. and
Mrs. Lewes went on to Assisi and we to Naples, and we did
not meet again till the following August at Weybridge.
Letter to         I value very highly the warrant to call you

Mrs. H. B. friend which your letter has given me. It
Stowe.            jav awaiting me on our return the other night

from a nine weeks' absence in Italy, and it made me almost
wisli that you could have a momentary vision of the die-omte/' in Fortnightly
